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partment in order to avoid considerable and indefinite
delays.
About the third week in September, I went again
to the flying field* The rain had stopped, but the field
was wet and the ploughed section worse than ever. It
was a cold, cloudy day; the airport was nearly deserted.
I decided to stay on the field and continue to watch
the weather for some sort of a break. During the next
few days, I completed all the remaining tests, except
one. The rest of the competitors had either com-
pleted all of the required flights, or at least all that
they were able to accomplish. There were three
prizes available, the first one, 30,000 roubles; the
second, 15,000; and the third, 10,000 roubles.
My plane had the highest number of points with
an ample margin. But the two closest competitors had
completed every flight that was required, and I still
had the ploughed field to make and if this could not
be done my plane would not be qualified to get even
the last prize. All efforts would then not only be
worthless but even harmful.
The 25th of September went by with only four
days left. The following day was again cloudy.
During the night I could hear the rain hitting the
top of my box house. Next day I walked to the
ploughed section, nearly lost my high rubber shoes
and, with gloomy reflections, went back. Some friends
advised me to take a chance and make an attempt. I
did not want to do it; I knew the plane could not take
off. It would get stuck in the mud and probably
would nose over. On the s8th of September, with two
days left, the situation remained the same. There
was, however, a complete change in the weather. It